The  Examination 


Sandy  arrived  at  the  clinic  15  minutes  late.  She  hoped  that  her  doctor  would  not  be  too  angry  with 
her.  She  had  to  pick  up  her  4  year  old  daughter,  from  day  care,  on  the  way  and  traffic  had  been  heavier 
then  usual. 


Perhaps  she  had,  sub-consciously,  been  trying  to  put  off  this  appointment  because  she  hated  these 
examinations  to  begin  with.  The  idea  of  stripping  down  naked  in  front  of  a  complete  stranger  was 
embarrassing  enough  but  the  fact  that  he  was  so  damned  obese  made  her  even  more  uncomfortable. 

Just  why  this  bothered  her,  exactly,  she  couldn't  quite  fathom.  Something  about  his  immense  girth,  and 
the  manner  which  he  studied  her,  really  gave  her  a  case  of  the  quivers.  Somehow,  the  fact  that  his 
massive  form  dwarfed  hers  frightened  her.  Then,  of  course,  there  was  the  examination  it  self.  There 
seemed  to  be  no  part  of  her  body,  too  private,  that  he  didn't  insist  on  fondling.  It  was  all  very 
professional  and  yet...  Sandy  couldn't  avoid  the  feeling  that  he  had  ulterior  motives  for  squeezing  her 
like  that.  Worse  yet,  She  couldn’t  keep  from  blushing  intently  while  he  performed  his  task.  Why  did  her 
fear  and  humiliation  have  to  display  itself  so  uncontrollably  right  if  front  of  him.  The  last  time  he  had 
examined  her  she  had  actually  peed  herself  while  he  was  reaching  up  between  her  legs  from  behind  to 
massage  her  pregnant  belly.  She  literally  urinated  all  over  his  arm  and  shoulder  soaking  his  fatigues  in 
piss.  GOD  she  was  SO  embarrassed,  apologizing  over  and  over  to  him.  He  just  shook  her  head  and  told 
her  that  it  was  not  uncommon  for  pregnant  women  to  be  extremely  sensitive  around  the  lower 
abdominal  region  and  this  kind  of  thing  had  happened  before  and  was  no  reason  to  be  ashamed.  What 
she  couldn’t  bring  herself  to  tell  him  at  the  time  was,  that  at  that  very  moment  she  had  felt  absolutely 
terrified.  What  was  she  to  say,  after  all.  He  was  a  doctor  who  was  just  doing  his  job.  Why  was  she  so 
afraid  of  him.  He  treated  her  perfectly  nice,  and  yet. . .  why  did  she  have  this  overwhelming  sensation 
that  he  represented  some  sort  of  threat  to  her?  This  time  around,  sandy  thought,  I  will  not  give  in  to  this 
utter  foolishness.  I’m  going  in  there  to  get  this  over  with  and  be  finished  with  all  of  this  foolishness. 


It  wasn't  as  if  Sandy  was  any  shrinking  violet.  At  age  of  twenty-nine,  she  had  a  strikingly  beautiful 
figure  with  large  firm  breasts  and  an  nice  round  ass,  (not  TOO  big).  Top  that  off  with  a  gorgeous  face 
which,  Sandy  believed,  was  her  best  asset  and  you  had  a  woman  who  had  no  reason  to  be  ashamed  to 
be  seen  nude.  Add  to  this  Sandy's  dominate  sexual  character,  (Sandy  was  not  the  least  bit  inhibited 
when  it  came  to  sexual  relationships),  and  you'd  think  she  would  not  be  bothered  by  a  man  ogling  her 
for  her  intense  sexual  beauty. 


The  problem  was  that  Sandy  did  not  see  herself  as  being  particularly  beautiful  right  now.  She  was 
pregnant  and  over-due  with  twins.  Her  body  had  grown  huge  and  fat,  like  the  doctor  she  was  about  to 
see,  and  not  just  around  her  belly  and  breasts.  Her  arms  and  thighs  had  grown  thick  with  fat  and  her 
bum  was  huge.  Even  her  lovely  face  had  gained  weight.  She  felt  disgusting  to  look  upon  and  the 
doctor's  obese  form  was,  strangely,  like  looking  into  a  mirror  at  hers  own  ugliness.  It  didn't  help  that  all 
her  hormones  were  going  insane,  as  a  result  of  her  state  of  motherhood.  It  wasn't  as  if  she  hadn't 
expected  this,  after  all.  She  had  already  given  birth  to  her  daughter  some  years  back.  She'd  been 
through  all  of  this  before,  but  this  time  was  different.  She  and  Johnathon,  hadn't  planned  on  having 
twins  and  she,  sure  as  hell,  didn't  plan  on  becoming  a  small  scale  model  of  the  Good  Year  Blimp!  Still 
upon  hearing  the  news,  that  she  was  bearing  twins,  she  had  promised  herself  not  to  let  any  of  this  get  to 
her.  After  all,  she  did  want  her  babies.  It  was  just...  did  it  HAVE  to  go  on  and  on  for  so  long?  First  there 


was  one  due  date  and  that  passed,  then  the  next  due  date  and....  after  that  yet  another.  She  was  now  two 
weeks  over  due  and  putting  on  more  weight  with  every  passing  day!  How  many  more  of  these 
examinations  would  she  have  to  go  through?  Well...  maybe  this  one  would  bring  the  good  news  she 
prayed  for.  Just  get  through  this  examination  and  try  not  to  think  about  that  disgusting  Doctor’s  huge 
gut.  It  had  to  be  done.  There  was  no  point  putting  it  off.  The  sooner  it  was  over,  the  better. 


The  waiting  room  was  literally  empty  of  other  appointments,  when  she  arrived.  She  thought  she  was 
only  a  few  minutes  late.  Could  her  watch  be  off  by  that  much?  In  a  way  it  was  a  relief.  These  days  she 
hated  to  be  seen  in  public  so  the  lack  of  an  audience  to  witness  her  arrival  was  a  good  thing.  Still,  it 
seemed  strange  that  she  was  the  only  patient  waiting  to  see  the  doctor  at  this  time  of  day.  Nervously, 
with  her  daughter  in  tow,  she  went  up  to  the  reception  desk  and  immediately  began  to  apologize  for  her 
late  arrival.  The  Receptionist,  (Gena  Stonewell),  simply  smiled  glanced  down  at  Cindy  with  a  chirping 
"Hello  there."  and  said  that  it  was  an  extremely  light  day  and  told  Sandy  that  it  was  quite  alright.  "How 
are  you  today  Cindy?  I'm  afraid  your  mommy  has  an  important  meeting  she  has  to  attend,  all  by 
herself.  Why  don't  you  sit  down  over  there  and  wait  for  her,  there  are  some  coloring  books  and  crayons 
just  for  you.  Don't  you  worry,  mommy  won't  be  very  long." 


Turning  her  attention  back  to  Sandy  she  went  on  "Please  follow  me".  The  nurse  got  up  and  stepped 
out  from  behind  the  desk  to  led  Sandy  down  the  hall.  They  entered  an  unoccupied  office  and  the  nurse 
pointed  toward  a  scale  and  said,  softly  "Would  you  mind  stepping  onto  the  scale,  I  have  to  collect  this 
data  for  your  case  file”.  Sandy  had  been  through  all  of  this  before  and  mounted  the  scale  as  the  nurse 
manipulated  the  weights  and  balance.  "Ahhh,  Oh  my  goodness!  I'll  bet  you'll  be  glad  when  this  is  all 
over."  Sandy  blushed.  She  knew  that  the  nurse  was  trying  to  be  friendly  but,  frankly,  She'd  just  as  soon 
not  even  have  broached  the  subject  if  she  could  have  avoided  it. 


The  nurse  took  a  file  out  form  under  her  arm  and  wrote  something  in  it  and  placed  the  folder  on  the 
desk.  "Why  don't  you  have  a  seat.  The  doctor  won’t  be  much  longer,  I'm  sure."  As  Sandy  sat  down  in 
the  folding  chair,  next  too  the  desk,  the  receptionist  exited  the  room.  Glancing  around  the  office  Sandy 
noted  all  the  standard  furnishings.  A  desk,  a  couple  of  stacking  chairs,  some  medical  equipment,  some 
posters  and  degrees  on  the  wall,  and  the  large,  black,  examination  table  with  its  stirrups.  That  she  tried 
to  think  about  the  least.  She  always  felt  chilly  in  a  doctor's  office.  It  seemed  so  cold  and  sterile,  as  if  it 
lacked  any  feelings  at  all.  Today,  however,  she  felt  all  hot  and  bothered.  Sweat  was  trickling  down  her 
neck  from  behind  her  ears  and  she  found  that  she  was  breathing  rather  heavily.  “CALM  DOWN!”,  she 
thought  to  her  self  as  she  struggled  to  get  her  breathing  back  to  a  normal  rate.  “There’s  nothing  to  be 
afraid  of.  It  is  just  an  examination  like  all  the  others.  Stop  acting  like  a  silly  school  girl!”  Suddenly  the 
door  swung  open  and  a  huge  fat  man  in  a  white  coat  strolled  into  the  room. 


"Good  afternoon  Miss  Brantford.  How  are  you  feeling  today?",  Doctor  Vaulder  inquired  as  he  sat 
down  at  the  desk.  Sandy  felt  like  saying  that  she  felt  like  she  was  carrying  an  arm  full  of  rocks  and  was 
on  the  verge  of  exploding  all  over  his  office,  but  instead  she  meekly  replied,  something  to  the  effect, 
that  she  was  feeling  alright.  The  doctor  did  not  appear  to  be  listening,  anyway,  as  he  was  quickly 
flipping  through  the  pages  in  the  folder  that  had  been  placed  upon  his  desk.  Sandy  thought  how  doctors 
were  always  like  that.  They're  always  more  interested  in  the  data  then  the  person  in  front  of  them. 
Under  these  circumstances,  however,  this  was  comforting  as  she  would  rather  that  he  spent  as  little 
time  looking  at  her  as  possible.  "Two  weeks  over  due...  the  last  two  appointments  showed  nothing 


wrong...  well  sometimes  nature  is  like  that,  unpredictable...  nothing  alarming  here.  Is  there  anything 
that  you  would  like  to  bring  to  my  attention?  ...concerns,  pains...  worries...  anything  at  all?  Sandy 
thought  of  all  the  nights  she  had  been  unable  to  sleep  with  this  huge  belly  of  hers,  The  nervousness  of 
wondering  if  everything  WAS  o.k.  and,  of  course,  the  sheer  ad-version  she  had  towards  the 
examination  but  she  simply  shook  her  head  and  said  no.  Doctor  Vaulder  noted  her  state  of  quietness, 
which  was  not  at  all  unusual  under  these  circumstances,  and  decided  that  this  would  in  fact  make  his 
task  much  easier. 


Vaulder  turned  to  Sandy  and  smiled,  "Well  just  relax  and  try  not  to  feel  the  least  bit  uncomfortable. 
This  is  all  just  part  of  giving  birth.  Everything  is  going  to  be  just  fine.  Would  you  mind  removing  all  of 
your  clothing?".  That  caught  Sandy  by  surprise.  She  had  been  asked  to  remove  certain  pieces  of 
clothing  before  but  never  everything.  "ALL  my  cloths?"  she  replied  in  disbelief?  The  doctor  smiled  at 
her  softly  and  nodded,  "Yes  I  know  that  the  other  times  we  only  needed  your  panties  and  shoes 
removed...  but  as  this  pregnancy  has  gone  on  for  so  long  I  feel  that  this  examination  should  be 
somewhat  more  thorough.  We  wouldn't  want  to  miss  anything  now  would  we?  I'm  sure  everything  is 
fine  but...  there's  no  point  in  taking  any  chances,  at  this  stage,  is  there?" 


Well...  Sandy  couldn't  help  but  agree  that  no  room  for  error  should  be  allowed  and  the  more 
certainty  she  could  come  out  of  this  examination  with  the  more  at  ease  she  would  feel  after  it  was  over. 
"Very  well",  she  responded  with  a  sigh,  "Will  this  take  much  longer?  My  daughter  is  waiting  for  me,  in 
the  reception  area  and  I  wouldn't  want  her  to  worry...".  Doctor  Vaulder  shook  his  head  slowly,  "I 
wouldn't  be  too  worried  about  your  daughter.  My  receptionist  is  very  good  with  children.  No  I  wouldn't 
worry  about  your  daughter  at  all.  We'll  get  this  over  as  quickly  as  possible."  Sandra  turned  her  back  to 
the  doctor  and  began  to  undress.  She  didn't  know  why  she  had  turned  her  back  to  him.  He  would  see 
her  fully  naked  soon  enough.  There  was  really  no  point  in  this  show  of  modesty. 


The  doctor  watched  the  beautiful  young  woman  strip  completely  naked 
right  before  his  eyes.  Even  with  all  the  extra  fat  she  had  put  on,  Vaulder 
could  not  help  but  be  struck  by  the  accentuated  curves  and  smooth  lines  of 
her  figure.  She  was  quite  a  prize  indeed.  Doctor  Victor  Vaulder,  was  not 
your  average  obstetrics/gynecologist,  you  see.  He  had  a  unique  interest  in 
women.  You  might  say  that  he  had  developed  quite  a  taste  for  women,  over 
the  years.  I  mean  to  say  that  he  had  quite  an  appetite  for 
the  weaker  sex.  I  guess,  you  could  say,  that  he  had  quite  a 
ravenous  hunger  for  healthy,  young  women.  You  see, 
unbeknownst  to  almost  anybody,  Victor  was  a  cannibal. 

Yes...  that's  right,  I  said  cannibal  and  not  just  your 
average  cannibal.  I'll  bet  you  that  you  never  imagined 

that  there  was  an  average,  every  day  cannibal.  Well  I  mean  that  Victor  doesn't  just 
eat  human  flesh,  he  likes  to  swallow  his  victims  whole...  alive...  er...  while  they  are 
still  conscious.  Impossible?  Unthinkable?  Well  most  people  would  believe  that,  and 
that  is  exactly  one  of  the  reasons  why  he  has  gotten  away  with  all  of  his  ruthless 
crimes  up  to  now.  Who  would;  no  could,  imagine  one  human  doing  this  to  another  in 
this  day  and  age...  and  a  doctor  at  that.  In  spite  of  his  immense  girth,  no  one  could 
picture  Victor  actually  eating  someone  alive.  The  fact  that  he  swallows  his  victims 
whole  means  that  there  is  not  body  to  examine  and  therefore  a  cause  of  death  is 


impossible  to  determine.  No  body,  no  crime,  and  no  witness.  Oh  did  I  mention  that  ALMOST  nobody 
would  believe  this?  Well  of  course  there  is  always  some  witness.  She  rarely  see's  him  in  the  process  of 
swallowing  his  victim  whole,  but  she  often  hears  the  screams  and  pleas  for  help.  Doctor  Vaulder's  long 
time,  and  trusted  receptionist  is  critical  in  baiting  the  trap  that  brings  in  his  favorite  food.  She  helps 
counter  the  prey's  natural  sense  of  fear  and  caution  and,  of  course,  these  meals  could  never  take  place  at 
work  if  there  were  any  other  patients  in  the  reception  area.  Thus,  these  appointments  are  always 
arranged  to  occur  long  after  all  of  the  other  patients  have  been  dealt  with  and  have  gone  home.  In  order 
to  avoid  a  paper  trail  leading  to  his  office,  these  appointments  are  usually  sprung  upon  the  victim  at  the 
last  moment,  leaving  the  prey  no  time  to  inform  anyone  that  she  was  going  to  be  at  the  doctor's  office. 
Sandy  had  got  the  word  that  the  doctor  would  like  to  see  her,  just  this  afternoon,  as  she  was  just  about 
to  leave  work  for  home.  That  is  why  she  had  to  pick  up  her  daughter  at  the  daycare  before  she  arrived 
at  the  clinic. 


With  her  back  to  him'  Victor  watched  Sandy  shed  her  blouse  and  skirt,  struggle  to  undo  her  brae  and 

wriggle  out  of  her  huge  panties,  stepping  out  of  them  as  they  fell  to  the 
floor.  The  young  woman  was  almost  perfect.  In  spite  of  the  great  quantity 
of  weight  she  had  gained,  There  was  no  missing  the  fact  that  she  was  quite 
the  succulent  woman.  Her  breast  were  massive  and  heavy  with  all  the  milk 
she  would  need  to  feed  the  twins.  Her  ass,  was  thick  and  beefy,  not  only 
because  of  the  extra  fat  she  had  packed  on  during  her  pregnancy,  but  also 
because  carrying  all  that  extra  weight  had  caused  her  hip  and  thigh 
muscles  to  develop  in  order  to  support  her  frame's  extra  bulk.  Victor  had 
advised  her  to  do  as  little  heavy  lifting  of  walking  as  possible,  for  her  sake 
and  the  babies'.  In- fact  this  instruction  had  nothing  to  do  with  Sandy's 
health  but,  rather,  was  intended  to  ensure  that  the  hip  and  thigh  muscles 
remained  absolutely  tender  right  up  to  her 
final  months.  Her  thighs  were  thick  and  juicy 
all  the  way  down  to  her  knees.  He  had 
suggested,  in  the  last  few  weeks,  that  she 
shave  her  vagina,  to  reduce  risk  of  any 
infections.  This  also,  was  just  a  ruse,  to  get  her  to  prepare  herself  for 
eating.  Her  belly  was  absolutely  sumptuous  both  in  it's  dimensions  and 
texture.  It  was  full  and  round,  distended  with  the  contents  of  two  fully 
developed  babies.  There  could  be  no  doubt  that  she  was  due  to  give  birth 
soon.  As  she  wiggled  out  of  her  under  cloths,  her  belly  rocked  and  swayed 
back  and  forth  along  with  her  huge  breasts.  Even  with  her  back  to  him 
Sandy  could  sense  the  doctors  eyes  fixated  upon  her  naked  form.  She  kept 
telling  herself  that  he  was  a  professional,  that  he  had  seen  hundreds  of 
naked  women  before,  and  that  he  could  not  possibly  find  her  attractive. 

Just  the  same,  She  could  not  help  but  to  blush  from  head  to  toe.  Victor  noted  that  the  rosy  pink  blush  of 
|  /  .her  ass  succeeded  in  making  it  appear  all  the  more  appetizing.  His 
miouth  watered  at  the  sight  of  this  exquisite  morsel  and  it  was  all  he 
could  manage  to  keep  his  hands  off  her  until  she  had  fully  undressed. 

Once  the  last  stitch  of  clothing  hit  the  floor,  however,  all  kids  gloves 
were  off.  Victor  reached  around  her  massive  waist  and  clasped  together 
over  her  belly  button  to  give  a  very  firm  Hendricks  squeeze.  Sandy 
panicked  right  away  but  there  wasn't  time  to  execute  any  kind  of 


-^evasive  maneuver.  Vaulder  had  done  this  many  times  before 
and  he  knew  just  how  to  perform  the  maneuver  effectively. 
With  a  mighty  squeeze,  that  literally  lifted  Sandy's  feet  off 
the  ground,  Victor  proceeded  to  force  all  the  air  out  of 
Sandy's  lungs.  "Wha...  Na...aaaahhhh!  Ugh!. ..Ugh! 
|Auu....ugh!*"  Not  only  did  Sandy  exhale  all  of  her  air  but 
she  shit  and  pissed  all  over  Doctor 
jVaulder's  thighs  and  the  office 
floor.  This  did  not  bother  Victor, 
however,  as  almost  all  of  his 
victims  had  the  same  reaction  to  this  attack.  He  grasped  his  patient  in  the 
bear-hug  for  about  a  minute,  lifting  her  feet  several  times  off  the  floor  and 
until  Sandy's  kicking  and  squirming  eased  off.  Then  he  carried  her  forward 
and  set  her  across  the  examination  table.  Picking  up  her  blouse  off  the  floor, 

Victor  proceeded  to  wipe  the  shit  off  Sandy's  ass  and  thighs.  Then  he  picked 
up  her  discarded  panties  and  wiped  himself  clean.  All  the  while  Sandy  lay  on 
her  belly  draped  over  the  padded  table,  gasping  like  a  fish  out  of  water,  in  a  desperate  effort  to  refill  her 
empty  lungs  with  air.  There  was  no  time  to  think  of  anything  else  but  the  pain  in  her  gut  and  chest  and 
trying  to  breath.  Once  the  doctor  finished  cleaning  himself  off,  he  turned  his  attention  back  to  Sandy. 
Stripping  out  of  his  green  smock,  he  revealed  that  he  was  stark  naked  underneath.  This  had  been 
necessary  because,  once  he  had  eaten  this  large  prey,  even  the  loose  fitting  smock  would  be  too 
constrained  to  contain  his  own  swollen  belly.  Now,  with  his  prey  relatively  cleaned  up  and  free  of  the 
constraints  of  his  attire,  he  began  the  long  awaited  dinning  process. 


First,  he  had  to  make  sure  that  his  victim  remained  docile  and  helpless  through  the  early  stages  of 
the  meal  at  least.  Swallowing  a  full  grown  woman,  in  this  late  stage  of  pregnancy,  was  going  to  take  an 
exorbitant  amount  of  time.  Eventually  she  would  regain  enough  breath  to  put  up  a  struggle.  While  he 

always  enjoyed  a  little  resistance  from  his  food,  he  wasn't  about  to  allow  her  any 
real  chance  of  escaping  her  fate.  Victor  knew  a  very  effective  and  satisfying  way 
to  do  this.  A  firm  and  ruthless  fuck  up  her  asshole  would  leave  her  utterly 
exhausted  and  unable  to  muster  up  any  significant  physical  strength  to  fight  off 
his  efforts.  A  hard  anal  rape  always  resulted  in  the  patient  being  completely 
Npent.  this  tactic  always  worked,  with  out  fail, 
sand  would  leave  his  food  both  alive  and  fully 
aware  of  what  was  happening  to  her.  Sandy's 
utter  terror,  disgust  and  humiliation  would  add 
an  intense  emotional  and  sexual  thrill  to  what 
was  already  going  to  be  an  extremely  rewarding 
meal.  The  doctor's  belly  was  so  big  that  he  could  not  see  his  erection 
and  had  to  fumble  around  blindly  for  a  moment  before  his  left  hand 
found  the  the  penis.  It  wasn't  much  longer  than  most  men,  but  it  had  an 
extremely  large  diameter,  due  to  a  thick  blanket  of  fat  that  wrapped 
round  it's  shaft.  This  was  a  gift,  given  to  him  by  all  of  his  previous 
victims  whom  had  been  digested  and  partially  stored  all  over  his  body 
as  excess  blubber.  As  his  gut  was  so  immense  he  had  to  reach  beneath 
his  belly  with  his  right  hand  and  lift  it  up  over  Sandy's  bum,  in  order  to 
press  his  cock  up  into  the  crack  of  her  ass  cheeks. 


Sandy  was  caught  off  guard  by  this  action,  She  could  not  believe  that  any  man  would  be  so  cruel  as 
to  rape  a  pregnant  woman.  As  she  felt  Victor's  cock  stroking  up  and  down  the  fleshy  trench  between  her 
fatty  ass  cheeks,  she  could  no  longer  deny  the  unthinkable.  It  was  an  even  greater  shock  to  her  when 
the  tip  of  Doctor  Vaulder's  knob  caught  the  slight  depression  of  her  bum-hole  and  she  realized  that  he 
was  going  to  rape  her  up  the  ass. "  No!!!",  she  screamed,  "Stop!  You  can't!"  in  between  gasps  for  air. 
Victor  eyes  sharpened,  This  was  exactly  why  he  had  to  do  her  up  the  ass.  She  was  already  regaining 
enough  air  in  her  lungs  to  speak.  Soon  she  would  be  kicking  and  squirming.  That  would  not  do;  not  in 
the  early  stages  of  the  meal  anyway.  What  she  needed  was  a  little  relaxant.  He  couldn't  use  any  drug 
because  that  would  end  up  drugging  him,  once  he  digested  his  victim.  The  next  best  thing  was  to  tire 
her  out  until  she  just  couldn't  muster  enough  energy  to  hardly  move.  A  good,  hard  ass  fucking  would 
perform  this  task  quite  sufficiently  and  there  would  be  no  need  for  an  anesthetic. 


As  he  pressed  his  prick,  firmly,  up 
against  her  anus  he  felt  the  her  whole 
body  grow  tense.  Good,  he  thought, 
that's  just  what  I  want  you  to  do.  Fight 
it.  Put  all  of  your  effort  into  this  one 
battle.  He  felt  her  ass  cheeks  clench 
together  and  her  asshole  squeeze  tightly 
in  the  effort  to  keep  the  invader  out.  As 
he  applied  more  and  more  pressure  up 
against  her  anus.  The  tiny  brown 
rosebud  of  Sandy's  straining  bum-hole 
was  slowly  forced  to  give  way  and  the 
wedge  shaped  tip  of  Victor's  penis 
gradually  stretched  the  lips  of  her  anus  apart.  The  bulbous  knob  of  his  dink  continued  to  expanded  the 
entrance- way  to  Sandy's  bowels  until  it's  foreskin  vanished  within  and  the  length  of  Victor's  whole 
shank  began  filling  he  arse  with  cock  meat.  Sandy's  eyes  bulged  as  her  screams  were  reduced  to  a 
tremendous  grunt  when  the  knob  finally  entered  her  shit  hole.  She  felt  like  someone  had  just  shoved  a 
baseball  up  her  ass  and  the  thick,  bumpy  shaft  of  the  doctor's  manhood  was  still  causing  her 
tremendous  searing  pain  from  the  friction  of  skin  on  skin  as  he  slowly  continued  to  stuff  it's  full  length 
up  her  rectum.  It  didn't  help  that  Sandy  was  still  straining  her  ass  muscles  in  an  instinctive  effort  to 
squeeze  the  obstruction  in  her  ars  so  as  to  reduce  its  thickness.  The  only  mercy  that  the  poor,  pregnant 
mother,  received  was  in  the  fact  that  Victor's  penis,  though  hard  and  ridged,  has  wrapped  in  a  thick 
blanket  of  fat  that  helped  cushion  the  stiff  pole  ramming  its  way  up  her  ass. 


At  first  Sandy  kicked  and  squirmed  as  violently  as  she  could.  She  had  to  get  out  from  under  this 
horrible  man  before  he...  As  the  shaft  of  Victor's  cock  slid  fully  up  her  poop-shoot  rooted  about  inside 
her  bowels  Sandy  was  quickly  weakening,  the  effort  of  trying  to  squeeze  his  dink  required  the  constant 
contraction  and  relaxing  of  almost  every  muscle  in  her  body.  To  be  truthful,  while  her  pregnancy  had 
left  her  somewhat  out  of  shape,  Sandy  was  quite  used  to  long  hours  of  exercising  in  the  gym.  Still,  she 
was  beginning  to  realize  that  this  the  most  demanding  workout  that  she  had  ever  received  and  in  a 
surprisingly  short  time  every  muscle  in  her  body  was  beginning  to  become  exhausted.  With  every 
stroke  of  Victor's  cock,  Sandy  was  growing  weaker  and  her  arms  and  legs  were  becoming  utterly 
useless.  Soon  they  felt  as  if  they  were  made  of  rubber  and  they  seemed  to  have  the  weight  of  rocks. 
Sandy  began  to  realize  that  if  she  didn't  break  this  man's  hold  upon  her  very  quickly  she  would  soon  be 


utterly  helpless.  These  thoughts  could  only  be  entertained  in  the  back  of 
her  mind,  however,  as  most  of  her  awareness  was  focused  on  the  searing 
pain  of  her  bum-hole. 

Doctor  Vaulder  could  see  that  he  had  attained  the  desired  effect  of 
settling  down  his  victim  but,  now  that  his  loins  had  been  aroused  there 
was  nothing  to  do  but  continue  on  until  he  had  reached  a  satisfactory 
climax.  That  old  adage  about  not  playing  with  your  food  is  just  simply 
untrue.  He  could  feel  her  tears  streaming  down  her  cheeks  as  he  gripped 
her  face  to  hold  her  in  place  while  he  thrust  his  hard-on  in  and  out  of  her 
bowels.  Her  sobs  had  been  reduced  to  mere  gasps  for  breath,  once  again, 
as  she  struggled  to  gather  air  back  in  to  her  lungs.  Almost  every  muscle  in 
her  whole  body  now  relaxed  as  her  form  became  quite  tender  and  she  lay 
beneath  him.  She  was  utterly  spent.  Save  for  the  occasional  quiver  of  her 
belly  and  bum  cheeks  and  the  clenching  of  her  fingers  and  toes,  with  each 
thrust  of  his  manhood,  she  was  now  utterly  helpless  and  defeated.  He  knew  that  farther  pounding  up 
her  ass  was  only  causing  her  further  suffering,  yet  he  couldn't  quit  until  he  had  his  orgasm.  It's  not  that 
Vaulder  is  completely  without  mercy.  It's  a  just  that,  when  it  comes  down  to  serving  his  own  needs  and 
desires  and  giving  another  person  pity,  Victor's  needs  must  always  come  first.  This  unfortunate  young 
lady  would  just  have  to  continue  to  suffer  until  his  sexual  urges  were  satisfied. 

Suddenly,  Victor  began  to  pick  up  the  pace.  He  ruthlessly  pounded  his  helpless  patient's  insides  with 
several  brutal  thrusts  and  then  rammed  his  dink  in  as  far  as  he  could  and  ground  his  knob  into  the 
deepest  reaches  of  Sandy's  bowels.  Sandy  could  do  nothing  but  lie,  pinned,  beneath  him  and  grit  her 
teeth  as  Victor  let  out  a  laborious  grunt.  Orgasms  where  always  hard  on  doctor  Vaulder,  due  to  his 
choice  of  diet.  The  female  body  contains  a  large  amount  of  fat  and  fat  does  not  digest  very  easily. 
Victor's  digestive  system  is  extremely  efficient,  having  gradually  adapted  to  absorbing  whole,  young 
women.  Even  so  he  still  can't  digest  and  absorb  all  that  fat.  Some  is  passed  through  his  digestive  track 
and  expelled  through  the  bowels  in  the  feces.  Some  is  somewhat  liquefied  and  is  passed  on  to  his  loins 
to  be  mixed  with  his  sperm  and  stored  in  his  nut  sack.  This  fatty,  sperm  mixture  is  thicker  then  most 
men's  semen  and  due  to  the  extremely  high  protein  content  is  actually  quite  fertile.  There  is  also  a 
percentage  of  small  globs  of  near  liquid  fat  among-st  the  doctors  sexual  fluid.  These  globs  of  fat  must 
also  be  ejected  when  the  penis  ejaculates.  The  result  is  that  a  tinny  glob  of  fat  may,  temporarily  plug 
his  piss-hole  causing  intense  pressure  which  causes  the  knob  of  Victor's  penis  to  swell  until  the  piss- 
hole  is  enlarged  enough  to  allow  the  fat  globule  to  be  expelled.  This  and  the  extremely  thick  texture  of 
his  semen  means  that  Victor's  orgasm,  while  rewarding,  take  a  long  time  to  complete  and  demand  a 
great  deal  of  muscular  effort. 

For  Sandy,  the  last  moments  of  the  rape  were  by  far  the  worst.  Not  only  did  the  doctor  begin 
bucking  and  beating  on  her  innards  but  her  already  cramped  guts,  full  with  two  babies  and  a  thick  cock, 
now  had  to  stretch  even  farther  as  Victor's  cock  and  knob  expanded  with  each  ejaculation.  With  each 
vicious  thrust  she  thought  the  she  was  literally  was  going  to  pop!  Still,  by  now  she  had  spent  all  of  her 
energy  and  could  do  nothing  but  lie  there  and  take  it.  Even  if  she  could  have  resisted,  The  young, 
would  be  mother  had  learned  that  squirming  on  that  obese  cock  of  his  was  a  very  bad  idea.  Each  time 
that  she  had  wriggled  of  her  ass  his  dink  had  nearly  gutted  her.  All  that  she  could  do,  now,  was  lie  there 
and  take  it  and  pray  that  he  would  just  get  it  over  with.  Poor  Sandy  still  had  no  idea  what  was  coming 


next. 


Finally,  following  a  long  hard  ejaculation,  Victor 
dragged  his  semi-erect  dink  out  of  his  patient's  asshole. 
Sandy  hard  felt  her  anus  stretch  over  the  knob  of  his  prick 
as  her  whole  bum  was  utterly  numb  from  the  fucking  but 
she  was  grateful  for  the  relief  of  the  pressure  in  her 
abdomen.  He  let  his  penis  lie,  resting  in  the  crack  of  her 
quivering  ass  cheeks  and,  grasping  the  fleshy  meat  of  her 
bum  he  squeezed  them  around  his  shaft  and  dragged  his 
cock  out  of  the  soft  trench,  wiping  the  sperm  off  his  dink 
with  her  arse.  "Ah!",  Victor  sighed  noting  that  the  young 
woman's  eyes  were  closed  and  her  whole  body  seemed  to 
be  complete  relaxed.  "Yes,  that  certainly  did  the  trick  didn't 
it?  Now  that  you've  calmed  down  I  think  that  we  can 
proceed  with  super,  don't  you?  There  is  nothing  so 
satisfying  and  a  nice,  big  meal  after  a  long  hard  day  of 
work.  I  have  been  so  looking  forward  to  this."  Certainly,  the 
doctor,  doubted  that  this  young  lady  would  enjoy  this  meal 
as  much  as  he,  but  that  wasn't  necessary.  She  wasn't  going 
to  be  around,  after  he  ate,  to  complain  about  it. 


As  he  towered  over  Sandy's  limp 
form,  looking  down  upon  her, 
sprawled  across  his  examination  bed 
he  felt  flushed  and  very  embarrassed. 

His  massive  body  blushed  pink  as  he 
regarded  this  unlucky  woman.  He 
really  shouldn't  do  this.  It  was  very 
wrong,  after  all,  she  had  trusted  him. 

He  was  supposed  to  be  helping  her 
and  not  helping  himself  to  her.  He 
was  a  doctor  after  all,  not  a  barbarian! 

Still,  he  had  these  feeling  with  every 
previous  victim  and  that  hadn't  saved  them.  He  knew  that  his  quilt  wasn't  nearly  as  persuasive  as  his 
taste  for  living,  human  flesh.  Besides,  the  world  was  too  full  of  people  as  it  was.  What  the  human  race 
needed  most,  right  now,  was  a  little  culling.  This  woman  had  selfishly  decided  to  have  children  when 
she  knew  that  the  planet  was  overcrowded.  It's  not  as  if  she  didn't  deserve  her  punishment  for  this 
action.  As  for  being  a  doctor,  well...  this  was  simply  a  pre-  and  post  birth  abortion.  By  performing  this 
procedure  he  was  not  only  eliminating  two,  unnecessary  human  beings  from  coming  into  the  world  but 
also  reducing  the  numbers  of  the  human  species  by  one  at  the  very  same  time.  Killing  three  birds  with 
one  stone,  you  might  say.  It's  a  dirty  job  so  why  not  leave  it  to  someone  who  is  dedicated  to  the  task 
and  will  get  satisfaction  from  doing  the  deed  at  the  same  time.  With  the  brief  few  seconds  of  indecision 
past,  Victor  chuckled  and  reached  down  with  both  hand  grasping  a  fist  full  of  greasy  cum  soaked  arse 
cheek  in  each. 


Sandy  was  utterly  exhausted.  She  lay,  dangling  over  doctor 
Yaulder's  examination  bed,  in  a  state  of  near  unconsciousness. 
She  didn't  even  notice 
when  he  grasped  her  ass 
cheeks  in  his  hands. 

There  simply  wasn't 
enough  energy  in  her 
body  to  even  process 
much  more  than  the  most 
basic  comprehensions. 

She  did  notice,  however, 
that  she  was  being 

gradually  raised  off  the  bed  as  Victor  lifted  her  by  her  hips 
towards  his  mouth.  She  was  unceremoniously  dragged,  upside- 
down,  over  his  huge  gut  until  her  chin  rested  against  the  sweaty, 
cum  greased,  underside  of  his  belly  with  his  fat,  semi-erect  penis 

drooling  his  gooey  cum  all  over  her 
swollen  milk  sacks  as  they  hung 
heavy  over  her  face.  Her  legs  where 
folded  underneath  her  lying  against  his 
huge  stomach.  Victor  pressed  his  mouth 
to  her  gooey,  cum  smeared  ass  with  his 
nose  resting  in  the  twitching  crevice  of 
her  quivering  bum  while  his  lips  parted 
and  began  to  stretch  over  the  surface  of 
the  fat  bottoms  of  her  rear  end.  It's  quite 
a  sight  to  see,  witnessing  doctor  Vaulder 
eat  one  of  his  victims,  ass  first.  It  would 
seem  to  be  impossible  that  any  man 
could  swallow  a  human  being  whole, 
but  seeing  Vaulder  in  the  act  is 
shockingly  convincing.  As  his  jaws 

stretch,  his  teeth  scraped  over  the  woman's  bum  flesh.  At  this  point  the 
victim  is  too  exhausted  to  appreciate  what  is  happening  and  is  in  an  utter 
state  of  confusion.  His  tung  spread  her  thighs  so  that  it  could  force  its  way  over  his  lower  lip  and  out 
between  her  thighs  and  over  her  cunt,  tasting  all  the  delicious  meat,  cum  and  sweat  as  it  moves  up 
towards  her  belly.  Up  is  not  really  an  accurate  description  as 
she  is  now  dangling,  completely  naked,  upside  down  from 
his  maw  and  draped  helplessly  against  his  protruding 
stomach.  Suddenly  the  tung  pushes  firmly  against  her 
vagina  pressing  the  mouthful  of  ass  meat  against  the  ridged 
ribs  that  line  the  roof  of  his  mouth.  These  act  like  extra 
teeth,  gripping  the  victim's  rump  while  the  left  hand  releases 
an  ass  cheek  reaches  under  her  pregnant  gut  to  help  lift  her 
body  upward  a  bit.  His  right  hand  lets  go  of  her  rear  and 
acquires  a  relaxed  hold  around  Sandy's  throat.  This  is  not  so 
much  to  choke  her,  as  it  is  to  pull  up  against  her  shoulder 
blades  and  lift  her  torso  upward  towards  his  mouth. 


Sandy  is  beginning  to  realize  that  something  big  is 
happening  but  as  yet  she  hasn't  grasped  any  of  what  is 
going  on.  She  can  still  breath  and  that  is  what  her  body  is 
utterly  concentrated  on.  Even  if  she  did  understand  what 
was  happening,  there  would  be  nothing  at  this  point  that 
she  could  do  about  it.  As  the  jaws  grip  her  in  its  python 
like  hold,  the  air  is  being  expelled  from  her  lungs,  once 
more.  Then  suddenly,  and  without  warning  the  mouth 
relaxes  it's  grip  and  the  hand  around  her  throat  pushes 
firmly  upwards  lifting  her  body  upwards  while  the  left 
hand  lifts  her  under  belly,  wadding  her  heavily  laden 
tummy  up  in  between  her  thighs  and  the  rough  taste  buds 
of  Victor's  tung  grips  her  cunt  and  pulls  backwards  into 
his  mouth  dragging  her  ass  several  inches  farther  inside 
his  maw.  A  tremendous  swallowing  action,  cause  by  massive  gut  muscles  contracting  in  his  belly, 
creates  a  tremendous  vacuum  that  applies  suction  upon  the  portion  of  Sandy's  body  that  is  already  in 
his  mouth.  All  of  these  actions,  perfectly  timed  to  work  together  draw  several  inches  of  The  scared  you 
woman  farther  into  his  maw  with  a  tremulous  GULP!***  Once  the  swallow  is  completed  the  tung 
slithers  back  out  between  her  thighs  and  up  under  the  folds  were  her  belly  hangs  over  her  cunt.  It  lift's 
her  waist,  once  more  against  the  roof  of  Victor's  jaws  tighten,  once  again  around  her  arse  as  the  teeth 
come  down  of  the  meaty  flesh  and,  once  more,  form  a  firm  grip  on  her  ass. 


This  scene  is  repeated  time  and  time  again.  With  each  herculean  effort  more  and  more  of  Sandy's 
body  is  being  drawn  into  Victor's  mouth  but  there  is  only  so  much  space  there.  Gradually,  Sandy's  hind 
quarters  are  being  forced  over  the  back  of  his  tung  and  crammed  down  the  constricted  confines  of  his 
gullet.  Here  the  plump  young  woman's  ass  is  being  clenched  tightly  in  the  python  like  grip  of  her 
attacker's  throat.  Her  pelvis  is  constricted  within  the  narrow  confines  of  this  passage.  Although  it 
expands  to  an  amazing  diameter  to  accept  her  bounty  it  still  must  compress  the  bum  meat  in  order  to 
contain  all  of  it.  Sandy  cries  out  in  agony  as  the  ribs  of  the  gullet  walls  both  grip  her  rump  rhythmically 
and  squeeze  it.  For  the  second  time,  this  afternoon,  all  of  her  thoughts  are  focused  upon  the  agony  of 
her  rump.  The  ribs  of  the  gullet  walls  are  specifically  designed  to  pull  food  down  its  passage  and  grip 
its  food  so  it  won't  be  able  to  wriggle  it's  way  back  up  towards  freedom.  Thus  a  new  tool  is  now  being 
utilized  to  help  drag  Sandy  into  his  maw  and  down  his  throat  toward  the  digestive  chamber  with  each 
gulp.  The  young  prey  is  utterly  helpless  through  all  of  this  due  to  her  utter  exhaustion  and  inability  to 
focus  her  thoughts  on  anything  but  her  own  suffering  and  confusion. 


For  Sandy  things  might  look  pretty  hopeless  but  for  Doctor  Vaulder  things  are  getting  pretty 
challenging  as  well.  While  Sandy's  hips  were  quite  thick  and  had  taken  quite  an  effort  to  squeeze  into 
his  mouth,  this  is  nothing  compared  to  the  diameter  of  Sandy's  pregnant  gut  and  thighs  pressed 
together.  The  only  thing  playing  in  the  doctor's  favor  was  the  fact  that  there  are  no  large  bones  in 
Sandy's  belly,  such  as  the  pelvis.  This  meant  that  Sandy's  stomach  is  more  malleable  and,  therefor 
would  be  easier  to  compress  into  a  more  manageable  size.  If  the  contents  of  her  gut  could  be 
compressed  enough,  it  would  be  pinched  between  her  thighs,  making  the  package  easier  to  swallow. 
Now,  Victor's  tung  was  busy  licking  the  entire  surface  of  her  thighs  and  belly,  in  an  effort  to  lubricate 
these  huge  morsels,  so  that  they  would  slide  between  his  teeth  and  lips  and  down  his  gullet  more  easily. 
At  the  same  time  his  ham  sized  fists  now  gripped  a  thigh  each.  Spreading  her  legs  and,  using  his 


fingers,  he  tucks  her  belly  between  her  thighs  forming  a  sort  of  belly  meat  sandwich.  As  the  ass  finally 
vanishes  into  his  maw,  he  stars  to  suck  her  gut,  into  his  mouth  with  each  powerful  gulp.  Inch  be  inch 
her  abdomen  begins  to  be  pulled  in  between  his  lips,  forcing  her  tummy  to  condense  more  and  more 
while  his  lips  must  expand  as  well  to  accept  the  juicy  offering.  Sandy  is  in  so  much  pain  that  she  takes 
no  notice  as  saliva  dribbles  from  the  comers  of  his  mouth  and  drools  down  over  her  cheeks  and  down 
her  thighs  to  drip  in  her  face  from  the  recesses  of  the  back  side  of  her  knees.  “MMMmmm...”  moans 
Victor,  his  lips  straining  around  Sandy's  waist.  In  spite  of  all  the  effort,  this  meal  is  turning  out  to  be  the 
most  succulent  meal  he  has  enjoyed  to  date.  No  points  in  rushing  it.  He  will  take  his  time  and  enjoy 
each  flavor  filled  mouthful. 


Sandy's  mind  is  now  divided  between  the  pain  in  her  pelvic  region,  and  the  unrelenting  and  ever 
increasing  pressure  on  her  gut.  The  contents  of  her  stomach  and  womb  are  being  compressed  so  much 
that  Sandy  is  on  the  verge  of  popping,  like  an  over  filled  balloon.  The  pain  is  so  excruciating  that  even 
in  spite  of  her  utter  exhaustion  she,  once  more,  begins  to  kick  and  wriggle  her  legs.  It's  not  a  conscious 
effort  to  escape  her  fate.  She  is  simply  wriggling  in  agony,  desperate  to  relieve  the  pressure  around  her 
gut.  Luckily,  or  unlucky  if  you  were  Sandy,  Victor's  powerful  fists  restrain  almost  all  of  Sandy's 
movements,  staying  her  course  toward  becoming  the  delicious  meal  that  Doctor  Vaulder  has  planed  for 
her.  If  anything,  the  slight  wriggling  movements  of  her  hips  actually  assist  Sandy's  descent  down 
Victor's  gullet.  Sandy  takes  no  notice  of  this,  however,  as  her  mind  remain  totally  focused  on  her 
internal  suffering.  By  now  Sandy  is  beginning  to  become  fully  conscious  of  just  what  the  doctor  is 
doing  to  her,  but  as  far  as  her  brain  is  concerned,  alleviating  the  pain  in  her  ass  and  belly  are  the 
predominate  priorities. 


Inch  by  inch,  Victor  continues  to  swallow  more  and  more  of  Sandy's  swollen  body  with  each  and 
every  gulp.  Sometimes  the  progress  can  be  measured  in  mere  fractions  of  an  inch,  but  gradually  Sandy 
is  loosing  her  battle  to  remain  out  side  his  body.  His  jaws  are  stretched  to  an  unimaginable  extent  and 
his  gullet  has  continued  to  expand  beyond  normal  human  capacity.  Victor  has  been  doing  this  ever 
since  he  was  young.  At  first  he  started  with  babies,  and  then  toddlers  on  up  to  adults.  The  doctor  would 
not  have  tackled  this  meal  if  he  had  thought  that  he  wasn't  capable  of  completing  it.  Still...  even  Victor 
had  begun  to  wonder,  as  he  inched  his  way  towards  her  naval,  if  he  had  bit  off  more  than  he  could  chew 
with  this  morsel. 


After  what  seemed  like  hours  of  vigorous,  seemingly 
unending  swallows,  Sandy  felt  his  teeth  scrape  across  her 
bellybutton.  As  the  apex  of  her  pregnant  abdomen  passed 
between  his  straining  lips,  the  diameter  of  Victor's  meal 
began  to  decrease  rapidly.  Suddenly  is  only  three 
voracious  gulps  Vaulder  fully  swallowed  the  rest  of 
Sandy's  immense  midsection,  pulling  her  into  his  maw 
with  three  violent  jerks,  until  she  could  feel  his  teeth 
pressing  in  around  her  rib  cage  just  beneath  the  base  of  her 
breasts.Her  chin  was  dragged  over  his  gut,  tits  flopping  in 
her  face.  The  shock  of  the  whole  event  suddenly  awoke 
Sandy  to  her  imminent  peril.  My  GOD!  This  man  was 
actually  eating  her  alive.  She  had  to  stop  this!  Desperately 
she  hands  fumbled  around,  blindly,  for  something  to  grab 


onto.  She  had  to  stop  him  from  dragging  her  all  the  way  into  his  mouth.  She  had  to  get  away  from  this 
monster  before  he  finished  devouring  her  whole  and...  what?...  The  implications  where  so  horrendous 
that  she  couldn't  even  bring  her  self  to  imagine  what  they  might  be.  ...’’got  to  stop  this  before  it's  too 
late”,  that's  all  she  could  think  of.  And  yet,  in  spite  of  her  new  sense  of  urgency  and  awareness  she  was 
still  utterly  exhausted  and  out  of  breath.  The  best  she  could  manage  was  to  thrash  her  arms  around 
uselessly  and  try  to  get  a  hold  of  a  roll  of  his  soft,  fat  belly.  This  wasn't  very  effective  as  the  flabby 
flesh  of  Victor's  gut  was  near  impossible  to  maintain  any  kind  of  grip  upon.  Over  and  over  she'd  feel  a 
hand  full  of  flesh  in  her  hands  only  to  have  it  slip  from  her  fingers.  "NO,  NO"  she  gasped.  "You  have 
to  STOP!  I  can't...  can't....  PLEASE  DON'T...  pleeeaase!".  Short  phrases  like  these  where  all  she  to 
utter  between  gasps  for  air. 


You  could  almost  imagine  doctor  Vaulder's  lips  form  a  smile  as  they  wrapped  around  the  young 
house  wife's  chest.  Of  course  he  should  have  felt  a  little  pity  for  his  unfortunate  victim,  but  this  was 
always  his  favorite  part  of  the  meal,  Not  only  did  he  have  a  mouthful  of  soft  juicy  pregnant  belly  meat, 
but  the  pleas  of  his  victim  only  added  another  layer  of  sexual  pleasure  to  this  act  of  self  gratification. 
Let  her  struggle.  Let  her  hope.  In  the  end,  victory  will  be  that  much  sweeter  when  she  finally  realizes 
that  there  never  was  any  chance  of  avoiding  her  grisly  fate  the  whole  time.  Victor  ought  to  know.  He 
had  done  this  countless  times  before  and  the  outcome  was  always  the  same.  He  would  claim  the  prize 
and  she  would  loose  everything  in  the  effort  to  reward  him  for  his  skill  and  determination.  She  would 
yield  up  all  of  the  wholesome  goodness  that  her  body  contained  in  the  quest  to  satisfy  Victor's 
nutritional  needs.  And  when  he  was  done  ...  there  would  be  nothing  left  a  huge  dump  of  shit  to  mark 
her  part  in  the  food  chain.  That  was  a  long  ways  off,  however,  as  this  meal  was  only  two  thirds 
complete. 


Victor  reached  under  her  armpits  and  grasped  a  handful  of  each  tit  and  prepared  to  stuff  them  into 
his  mouth.  Sandy  felt  his  tung  slither  out  from  beneath  her  ribs,  and  start  slathering  her  breast  sacks 
with  saliva  in  an  effort  to  lubricate  her  cleavage.  Then  suddenly  she  felt  the  telltale  tightening  of  his 
gullet  as  it  squeezed  her  rump  and  the  jaws  relaxed  their  grip,  just  for  a  brief  second.  The  rough  taste 
buds  of  his  tung  gripped  her  left  tit  and  proceeded  to  try  and  drag  it  back  into  his  maw.  His  right  hand 
began  wadding  her  boob  in  between  his  teeth.  There  was  a  tremendous  swallowing  movement  from 
deep  in  his  throat  and  the  suction  created  was  irresistible.  Sandy  felt  the  violent  tug  around  her  waist  as 
she,  once  again,  began  to  be  pulled  into  Victor's  maw.  For  a  second  it  looked  as  if  her  breast  might  be  to 
large  to  swallow.  With  milk  squirting  from  her  nipples  Victor  suddenly  grabbed  her  left  milk  sack  with 
his  left  hand  and  the  extra  pressure  applied  to  the  tit  wadded  it  in  between  his  teeth.  In  less  then  a 
minute  the  deed  was  done  and  the  breast  had  been  completely  swallowed. 


Shortly  there  after,  the  right  tit  was  swallowed  in  the  same  fashion.  This  was  accomplished  in  a 
much  shorter  time  span  and  Sandy  was  pulled  into  his  mouth,  all  the  way  up  to  her  arm  pits.  With  only 
her  shoulder  blades,  neck,  ankles,  head,  and  arms  dangling  from  his  mouth,  even  Sandy  knew  that  her 
struggle  to  survive  was  all  but  lost.  Now,  with  out  her  breasts  hanging  in  her  face,  she  could  finally 
what  was  going  on  around  her.  Below  her  was  the  massive  swell  of  Victor's  stomach  which  now 
contained  most  of  her  lower  body,  swinging  her  head,  from  left  to  right,  she  could  see  the  office.  This 
was  strange  view  as  it  seemed  to  lack  perspective,  with  the  rest  of  her  body  hidden  from  her  sight. 


She  was  quite  dizzy,  perhaps  because  she  was  so  cramped  in  his  gullet  ans  unable  to  breath 


effectively,  or  perhaps  because  she  had  spent  the  last  fifteen 
minutes  draped  upside-down  from  his  mouth.  None  the  less,  she 
was  under  no  illusions.  She  would  not  be  seeing  this  world  from 
this  perspective  for  much  longer.  As  unbelievable  as  it  was,  he  had 
swallowed  almost  all  of  her  massive  bulk  whole  and  there  just 
wasn't  much  left.  Sandy  was  terrified  that  he's  bite  down  hard  and 
decapitate  her.  Even  now  she  was  terrified  that  he'd  kill  her.  Of 
course  this  was  a  silly  fear,  after  all,  he  was  in  the  process  of 
eating  her  alive.  Did  she  really  think  she  was  going  to  survive 
this?  Still  people  in  such  desperate  straits  often  seek  reassurance  in 
delusion  and  desperate  hope  so  perhaps  she  did  think  that  there 
was  still  hope.  It  would  have  been  kinder,  however,  if  he  had 
severed  her  head  from  her  shoulders.  It  might  have  been 
agonizing,  for  a  brief  few  seconds  as  he  carried  out  the  act,  but 
then  all  of  this  would  be  all  over  and  forgotten.  As  it  was,  She  had 
a  long  imprisonment  with  in  his  belly  and  a  slow  and  brutal 
digesting  to  live  through. 


Suddenly,  the  rough  surface  of  doctor  Vaulder's  tung  slipped  out  from  beneath  Sandy's  throat  and 
slithered  under  her  chin  and  up  over  her  lower  face.  The  young  woman's  eyes  strained  in  sheer  terror  as 
she  saw  the  tip  of  his  tung  licking  awkwardly  at  the  tip  of  her  nose  and  suddenly  she  felt  the  gullet, 

around  her  ribs,  tighten  and  violently  thrust  with  a  swallow  so 
violent  that  it  jerked  her  arm  pits  and  head  into  his  mouth  in 
terrible  SHHHLLLLUURRP*.  Sandy's  head  tilted  back  as 
her  chin  was  dragged  over  the  hard,  sharp  surface  of  his  lower 
teeth  and  she  watched  his  upper  teeth  scrapped  the  top  of  her 
skull  and  down  over  her  forehead.  Now  her  view  was 
completely  framed  by  his  tung,  and  teeth.  Her  head  was  too 
large  an  object  for  his  mouth  to  close  around,  completely,  as 
yet.  Thus  she  could  still  the  office  walls  through  the  narrow 
gap  between  his  teeth  and  tung.  Her  arms,  which  still  dangled 

\from  his  mouth,  obscured  this  view  slightly  along  with  a  shock 
of  long  blond  hair  which  had  flipped  over  her  head  as  it  had 
been  swallowed.  If  you  had  looked  directly  in  between 
Victor's  lips,  in  that  moment,  you  might  have  barely  been  able  to  make  out  the  tear  streaked  face  of  a 
terrified  young  woman  looking  desperately  back  out  at  you.  The  sight  wouldn't  have  lasted  long, 
however.  A  couple  quick  swallows  dragged  the  her  head  over  the  back  of  Victor's  tung  and  down  the 
back  of  his  gullet. 


Pftp 
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Sandy's  arms  flopped  uselessly  like  loose  strands 
|of  spaghetti  as  they  slithered  into  Victor's  mouth 
and  out  of  sight  The  bulge  in  his  throat  gradually 
descended  the  length  of  the  gullet.  Sandy  felt  the 
narrow  entrance  to  Victor's  stomach  stretch  over  her 
face  and  close  in  around  her  arms.  They  were 
[dragged  into  the  stomach  and  the  entrance  closed 
behind  them,  sealing  her  inside  the  digestive 
ichamber,  Sandy  cold  not  ignore  the  searing  acid  of 


the  digestive  ensigns  secreted  by  the  stomach  walls. 

As  she  entered  the  stomach  she  was,  thrust  about  by 
violent  contractions  of  the  doctor's  abdominal  muscles,  which  tossed  her 
head  over  heals  until  she  was  rolled  up  into  a  tight  ball  fetal  position, 
with  her  head  firmly  pressed  in  between  her  thighs.  Digestive  juices, 
where  slathered  all  over  here  body  as  she  rolled  about  in  Victor's  gut. 
Now,  she  was  soaked  in  digestive  ensigns  and  crammed  into  the  cramped 
confines  of  doctor  Vaulder's  stomach.  Her  back  was  killing  her  and  her 
leg  muscles  felt  like  they  were  all  tied  in  a  not,  but  she  had  no  room  to 
stretch  out  and  relieve  her  suffering.  Add  to  that,  the  burning  sensation  in 
every  orifice  of  her  body, .from  her  mouth  to  her  ass  hole. .worst  of  all,  her 
eye's  where  searing  hot  from  the  stomach  acid  and  she  could  not  do 
anything  to  clear  them  because  her  arms  where  pinned,  tightly,  to  her 
sides  just  as  they  had  been  when  she  got  rolled  up.  There  was  no  way  she 
could  move  them.  There  was  nothing  she  could  do  but  lay  there  among-st 
all  of  this  suffering  and  whimper.. 


If  that  wasn't  bad  enough,  the  stomach  walls  where  contracting 
around  her  and  crushing  her  in  a  vice-like  grip  designed  to  soften  her 
bones  up  for  digestion.  Over  and  over  the  stomach  squeezed  her 
rhythmically.  While  each  of  these  contractions  where,  by  themselves  to 
weak  to  crush  bones,  the  combined  force  of  these  repetitive  movements 
would  eventually  succeed  in  crushing  her  into  meat  pulp.  She  would 
surely  be  dead  long  before  then,  however.  Every  abdominal  contraction 
was  followed  by,  what  seemed  to  be,  an  even  more  powerful  one.  Over 
and  over  Victor'  gut  gripped  her  in  a  vice  like  hold  and  pressed  in  all 
around  her.  Between  the  searing  effects  of  the  digestive  juices  and  the 


agony  caused  by  the  tremendous  pressure  applied  to  Sandy's  spine 
there  was  little  she  could  concentrate  on  but  the  agony  of  these  final 
hours.  If  she  was  capable  of  one  conscious  thought  it  would  have 
been  that  she  just  wanted  the  pain  to  stop.  She  didn't  care  how.  She 
didn't  care  about  escape  or  survival.  All  she  wanted  was  for  the 
suffering  to  PLEASE  END  NOW!  Of  course,  as  I  said,  this  was 
impossible  as  these  things  take  time.  Poor  Sandy  was  just  going  to 
have  to  wait  while  nature  took  its  brutal  course. 


Meanwhile,  Doctor  Vaulder  was  quite  pleased  with  the  entire 
meal. .Having  enjoyed  a  sumptuous  meal,  he  was  flushed  with  the  many  wonderful  sensations  of  the 
feast.  Due  to  the  extra  weight  added  to  his  waistline  his  balance  had  suffered, somewhat,  but  he  could 
compensate  for  that.  Mostly  he  just  felt  incredibly  full  and  satisfied.  Sandy  had  been  tender  and  juicy. 
Her  flesh  had  been  rich  and  beefy  and  the  extra  baby  fat  had  only  served  to  emphasize  her  natural 
meaty  flavor.  All  in  all,  he  was  quite  pleased  with  how  the  meal  had  turned  out.  Sure  her  enormous  bulk 
had  been  a  challenge  to  swallow  whole  but  the  rewards,  as  usual,  had  been  well  worth  the  all  the  effort. 
His  enormous  body  blushed  from  head  to  toe  with  the  instinctive  sense  that  he  had  done  a  very  bad 
thing  but  that  didn't  change  the  fact  that,  given  another  opportunity,  he  would  have  quite  happily  do  it 
all  over  again.  In  spite  of  the  fact  that  his  patient,  without  a  doubt  would  have  thought  to  the  contrary, 
he  had  proved  once  more  that  women  like  these  existed  simply  to  satisfy  his  needs  and  desires.  Sandy 
had  performed  her  task  in  life  most  adequately.  If  it  were  possible,  he  would  have  commended  her  for 
being  a  most  exquisite  meal  but  unfortunately  she  would  be  unlikely  to  appreciate  the  praise  being 
showered  upon  her  in  her  current  predicament.  Still,  it  was  enough  that  he  was  enjoying  the  moment. 
She,  after  all,  was  now  irrelevant  or  soon  would  be. 


Victor's  office  chair  creaked  under  the  strain  of  the 
hefty  doctor  and  his  pregnant  patient  as  he  sat  down  to 
rest  his  weary  feet,  Victor  gazed  admiringly  over  his 
huge  belly.  Time  and  time  again  it  had  imprisoned  his 
victims  and  reduced  them  to  valuable  protein  and  fat. 
This  time  it  had  surpassed  itself.  With  a  twisted  sense 
of  pride  he  watched  it  become  tense  and  then  relax  as 
it  squeezed  it's  contents  into  a  meaty  paste.  He 
reached  beneath  it's  over  hanging  girth,  and  fumbled 
about  until  he  found  his  fat  penis.  Although  he  had 
spent  most  of  his  load  during 
Sandy's  rape,  he  still  managed  to 
work  up  an  erection  as  he 
thought  about  the  fertile  young 
lady  trapped  in  his  tummy. 

Rubbing  his  cock  against  the 
massive  gut  hat  imprisoned  her 
he  massaged  his  foreskin.  It  was 
as  if  his  penis  also  longed  to  feel 
the  beautiful  sensations  of 
Sandy's  agony,  as  she 
approached  her  final  demise.  A 


few  good  firm  strokes  was  all  the  coxing  it  needed  to  spill  its  final  few  globs  of  fatty  sperm  all  over  the 
underside  of  Victor's  belly.  As  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  smearing  his  seed  all  over  the  under  side  of 
his  gargantuan  tummy,  the  receptionist  knocked  softly  upon  his  office  door. 


Entering  the  doctor's  office,  she  was  greeted  with  a  sight  that  made  her  gasp.  It  was  not  as  if  she  had 
never  seen  the  doctor  naked,  and  reclined  in  this  fashion  after  one  of  his  meals.  It  was  always  like  this 
but  never  had  she  seen  his  stomach  so  swollen.  "How  was  Miss  Brantford?  Did  her  examination  go  as 
well  as  you  hoped?".  Victor's  only  reply  was  a  long  reverberating  burp  followed  by  a  sigh  of 

satisfaction.  The  receptionist  moved  forward,  knelt  between  Vaulder 
thighs  and  softly  said,  “Here...  Let  me  help  you 
with  that.”.  Pressing  her  face  up  beneath 
Victor's  heavy  belly,  she  began  to  lick  his  penis, 
balls  and  belly  clean  of  the  sperm,  sweat  and 
Sandy's  shit.  Doctor  Vaulder  might  be  a 
cannibal,  but  he  was  still  a  doctor  and  as  such  he 
appreciated  that  cleanliness  was  next  to 

healthiness.  She  could  feel  the  stomach  undulating  against  her  forehead  as  it  set 
to  the  task  of  crushing  it's  meal  into  paste.  Occasionally  she  felt  a  quiver  as  well, 
no  doubt,  a  response  by  Victor's  captive  to  the  intense  pain  inflicted  upon  her  by 
the  digestive  process.  Once  she  completed  her  duties,  between  the  good  doctor's 
legs,  she  carefully  withdrew  her  head  out  from  under  his  enormous  belly  and 
glanced  up,  over  it,  at  the  doctor,  "There  is  still  the  matter  of  a  certain  little  girl 
waiting  for  her  mother  in  the  waiting  room.  If  you  don't  feel  up  to  it  I  can 
arrange  to  have  her  set  aside  for  a  more  convenient  time.  Victor  considered  what 
he  ought  to  do  for  a  moment.  Sandy  had  quite  adequately  satisfied  his  appetite. 

He  didn't  really  require  desert,  Maybe  he  should  be  merciful  and  let  her  live  for 
one  more  afternoon.  Still,  it  wasn't  as  if  one  afternoon  was  going  to  mean  all  that  much  to  her  in  the 
grander  scheme  of  things,  was  it?  Waist  not,  want  not!  Victor  shook  his  head.  "No,  I  think  that  would 
be  cruel.  I'm  sure  that  she  wants  to  be  with  her  mother,  so  I  think  that  it's  best  if  we  don't  disappoint  her. 
I  hate  left  overs.  Besides  I  think  I  have  enough  room  for  a  three  year  old."  Miss  Stonewell  winced  a 
little,  "A  four  year  old  sir  and  a  big  one  for  that  age".  "Oh?",  responded  the  doctor,  well  in  that  case 
you'd  best  give  me  a  few  moments  to  prepare  an  appropriate  welcome.  Before  you  go  get  her...  would 
you  mind  cleaning  up  her  mother's  things?  I  wouldn't  want  her  to  see  my  office  in  such  a  mess.  Might 
give  her  the  wrong  impression.  We  wouldn't  want  that  now  would  we?" 


Gena  quickly  collected  Miss  Brantford  things  an  tossed  them  into  the  waist  basket  beneath  the 
doctor's  desk.  She  used  Sandy's  maternity  dress  to  wipe  her  shit  up  off  the  floor  and  discarded  it,  with  a 
wrinkled  nose,  in  the  waist  basket  as  well.  Why  did  these  people  always  have  to  shit  all  over  the  place. 

I  mean  really,  where  were  their  manors,  and  right  in  the  middle  of  a  meal  at  that.. Some  people  simply 
have  no  appreciation  for  the  feelings  of  others.  Once  this  task  was  complete  it  was  off  to  the  reception 
area  to  collect  Cindy  so  she  could  be  reunited  with  her  mother.  She  chuckled  to  herself  as  she  thought 
what  an  emotional  reunion  that  would  be. 


The  little  girl  was  quite  fidgety  at  this  point.  Children  don't  usually  like  being  alone  with  strangers. 
It  was  obvious  that  all  Cindy  wanted  was  to  be  back  with  her  mother.  That  would  change  very  quickly, 
once  she  realized  where  her  mother  had  gone  thought  Gena,  as  she  took  the  four  year  old  by  her  hand. 


"Your  mother  is  almost  finished,  but  she  would  like  you  to  come  and  join  her  in  office  for  a  couple  of 
minutes.  Why  don't  you  come  with  me  and  I  will  take  you  to  her",  Gena  smiled  down  at  the  chubby 
little  girl.  Doctor  Vaulder  would  certainly  appreciate  this  lovely  little  morsel.  Cindy  eagerly  skipped  the 
last  few  dozen  yards  down  the  hallway  towards  her  demise,  never  once  suspecting  any  kind  of  betrayal. 
As  they  reached  the  office  Gena  opened  the  door  and  lead  Cindy  into  the  room.  It  appeared  empty 
except  for  Victor's  office  furniture.  Gena  smiled  down  at  Cindy  and  said,  "Why  don't  you  sit  down  over 
there.  I'm  sure  the  doctor  and  you  mother  will  be  along  any  moment.  Then  she  turned  and  left  the 
office,  closing  the  door  behind  her. 


That  is  when  Cindy  saw  the  doctor  standing  behind  the  door.  He  was 
^stark  naked,  with  a  enormous  pot  belly,  fondling  his  dink.  Her  mother 
~was  no  where  in  sight.  As  Gena  strolled  the  hallway  she  was  brought  to 
a  sudden  halt  by  the  sound  of  a  high  pitched  shriek  of  terror  emanating 
from  the  office  she  had  just  left. 

She  paused  for  only  a  moment, 
smiled  and  gracefully  and 
wandered  back  to  her  desk  to 
complete  the  final  entries  in 
Sandy's  case  file.  Just  another 
day  in  the  employment  of 
Doctor  Victor  Vaulder. 


